
THE DEVIL CHAIR.
A Chronicle of the Strange Adventures of John Haynes

fend His Gyroscope Vehicle

THE FIRST VICTIM

"The devll-chalr- " had become a
standing headline In tho American pa-

pers. Each hour rumors were multi-
plied about the travels of the mysteri-
ous desperado who had affixed a gyro-
scope to an lnvalld'B chair and, run-
ning upon a Blngte wheel at the rate of
two hundred miles an hour, was pil-

laging and murdering. lie was report-
ed from Philadelphia, from Baltimore,
from Pittsburgh. Every strange rob-

bery, every unsolved murder mystery
in the eastern portion of the United
States was laid to his charge. In every
city the police were searching for
blm; cripples were arrested; ropes
wero stretched at night across high-
ways, to the detriment of many thou-
sand dollars' worth of automobiles and
horse flesh. But no sign of the des-

perado was evident, no cluo was ob-

tainable.
Had tho truth been known, public

opinion would have veered as Btrongly
toward John Haynes as It now directed
Itself against him. For It was upon
the satisfaction of private feuds that
he had bent all the energies of a mind
soured by Imprisonment and embit-
tered by wrongs. Robbed of vast lands
In a western state through the machi-
nations of a gang of scoundrels, rail-
roaded to the penitentiary at Nokomls
Falls and paralyzed by a treacherous
bullet, be had made a gyroscope In the
prison machine shop, had effected his
escape, had entered New York and ob-

tained five thousand dollars from one
of those who had betrayed htm, had
escaped the police, and now, bent upon
a clue which should bring back to him
the missing wife and daughter whom
he had never seen since the dramatic
climax of the conspiracy against him
five years before, he was hiding In the
Adirondack wilderness, far from trails
and human habitations, In a deserted
cabin, waiting for the hue and cry to
die down before proceeding to Grand
Valley, where he had reason to be--'

lieve his daughter was to be found.
Ho had made his marvelous vehicle

out of an old Invalid's chair which he
had found In an abandoned barn, and
now, In the solitude of the wilderness,
he planned his movements with a pre-

cision worthy of the man who had es-

caped from the ppnltentlary in so dar-
ing a way. Grand Valley lay only
twenty-fiv- e miles distant from where
he lurked, but to reach It he must pass
through a populous farming territory,
which, crippled and paralyzed as he
was, he could not hope to traverse In
that vehicle for which the entire coun-
try was searching. So day by day he
ate his heart out In loneliness, long-

ing for the daughter whom he had not
Been since she grew to womanhood. In
the end he wheeled the chair to the
edge of the forest land, hid it In a
clump of trees not far from the high-
road, and crawled on his crutches by
night toward his destination. Once in
Grand Valley, he might pass unno-
ticed; but on the roadside a cripple
would be an object of suspicious atten-
tion. The journey occupied him three
nights: he lay all day in hedges and
swamps.

Ho had but one clue by which to find
Eleanor; the name of Jack Poole, one
of the least of his enemies a treach-
erous friend who had urged him to the
duel In wlilcu, with an empty pistol, he
confronted the assassin whose bullet,
entering his spine, left him helpless
and paralyzed below the waist. Poole,
uneasy of conscience, and growing old,
bad sold out his Interest in the plun-

dered property to the land gang, and
tad retired to play the part of village
jnagnate In his native town.

In his real estate office Jack Poole
was staring, terror stricken, at two
telegrams In front of him. A weak
and corpulent old man, with heavy
white cheek-bear- and snug, apoplectic
visage, the shock of theso messages
had temporarily benumbed his facul-
ties. They had arrived five days be-

fore, and never since their arrival had
ho dared faco the world; sleepless, un-

shaven, he had crept from room to
room of his mansion, fighting with
Imaginary enemies and terrors that
he could not down. On the fifth morn-
ing he bhaved and dressed himself,
and, with a strong effort of will, went
to hie office again. Now, shut up In
the large room with Its glass partition,
behind which his stenographers worked
busily, he read those telegrams for the
fiftieth times.

One was from Frank Staples,
the Brooklyn lawyer from whom
Haynes had obtained the five thousand
dollars. In veiled and guarded lan-- .
guage It recounted the episode and
ended with a personal warning.

The other was from Rlcardo, an Ital
ian spy, who had served with Haynes
In the penitentiary. It told of the man's
escape and of the terrible machine to
which Haynes owed his Ifberty, "See
newspapers!" ho ended.

And on bis desk the newspapers of
'the past five days were spread before
his eyes; In the black headlines Poole

his own approaching disaster.rad first plan was to fly; but under
the stimulus of strong potations of
brandy his courage revived. At the
end of an hour he had mapped out his
scheme. He could not warn tho police,

would call attention to his ownPhat the conspiracy which, hod been
formed to wrest the land from his vic
tim, but he knew that even In Grand
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Valley a sharp watch had been et
for the arrival of the devll-chal- r and
Us devilish occupant He was deter-
mined now to brazen out tho affair.
Once tho confederates had put Haynes
away; they could do It again. He
slipped a pistol Into his pocket and
called his stenographer.

"Miss Haynes 1" he shouted.
She came In Immediately; a pretty,

falr-halrc-d girl, carrying a sheaf of pa
pers.

"Never mind tbat, Eleanor," he said.
leering at her. "Sit down. I want to
talk to you, my dear."

She shot a swift glance at him; she
saw that he had been drinking again.
On such occasions her fear of him
would almost overmaster her. She
would have left him long ago but she
was his ward. She was penniless, help-
less. Ignorant of the world of business
outside the Grand Valley. Jack Poole
had meant to keep her so.

"Come here, my dear," said Poole,
stretching out his arms toward her.
"Do you know you are growing Into a
devilishly pretty girl?"

"Please, Mr. Poole I" she said im-
ploringly.

"Please nothing!" ho retorted. "See
here, you Imp, haven't you any grati-
tude In your make-up- ? Didn't I drag
you out of the gutter and adopt you,
put you to school, and take you into
my office when you left last year? And
when you refused to live In my house
and went to that cheap boarding place
I stood for it, I"

"I left your house, Mr. Poole, when
your wife left you," she answered with
dignity. "I could not have stayed un-

der the circumstances; you must know
that"

"Well, suppose you did have to con
ciliate these narrow people In Grand
Valley," he grumbled, "Is that any rea
son why you should refuse to act as
my ward? Ain't you the same as a
daughter to me? And haven't you re-

fused to be Been with me in public.
or to have dinner with me yes, even
at a restaurant?"

"Please, Mr. Poole "
"Please, M. Poole!" ho mimicked.

"I'm mighty tired of this Ingratitude,
you " He checked himself upon the
mouthing of a vile epithet. "The
devil! What d'you suppose I've fed
you and clothed you and educated you,
for all these years? Ain't you going
to show any sense? Now see here,"
he said, rising and staggering toward
her, "I'm going to end this nonsense.
You're going to have dinner with me
In a private room at Bezard's next
Friday evening, at seven, and after-
ward well, I'll tell you what when
we meet there. And if you defy me,
you can look for another job. And let
me tell you this, you won't get one in
Grand Valley. And I suppose you
haven't saved up too much money on
that five dollars a week?" he
sneered.

"Now you think It over," he grum-
bled. "You needn't show yourself here
again at all. If you act sensible and
meet me at Bezard's, you'll come back
to my house and live In luxury; if you
don't you'd better get out of town.
And there'll be a new stenographer in
your place tomorrow."

She had risen, pale and terrified;
she moved toward the door. Poole
would have detained her, but Into his
drink-soake- d brain there stole the
shadow of his fears, those fears which
he had forgotten in the excitement of
his chase. He grunted and turned back
to his desk.

Finally, with a groan, he tore the
telegrams Into small pieces and burned
them In His ash-tray- . He called across
the partition:

"Miss M1113, see that no more news
papers are put on my deek until I tell
you. I'm tired of them I don t want
to see any more. I'm sick of this 'devll-chalr- "

business," he muttered drunken-ly- ,

as he put on his hat and staggered
Into the hall.

He did not notice the crippled man
who slowly thumped his way, on
crutches, along the street behind him.
If ho had dono so he would not have
remembered him. But though the
cripple saw him, he had no concern
with him Just then; he was striving
desperately to keep In sight that little
figure that moved dejectedly along
Main street.

"How long d'you want a room for?"
asked Mrs. Thompson, of No. 27 Grand
avenue, looking suspiciously upon the
cripple at the door. He was not over- -

well attired, he had no baggage, and
under his long overcoat was a bulging
package shaped, like an enormous
wheel.

"Just for tw.p or three days," sold
the cripple apologetically, "I'm a work-
ing man," he added, seeing her glance
at the Instrument which bo was carry-
ing, "a wheelwright. I'm on a Job In
town and I got separated from my suit-
case. But I can nay you In advance,"
he said, "and I won't want to sit at
your table unless you'd like me."

"It'll be four dollars for the week's
rent," snapped Jfrs. Thompson. "I
only rent by the week, and It you stay
part of a week that counts as a whole
one. And my table's full." She re-

ceived a proffered five dollar bill, gave
him his change, and conducted him up
the stairs, a shade more graciously,
"You can have the large room on the
second," ste-eald- . "No, not tbat one

fcrs a musical comedy to "Tristan, and
Isolde," owns a "library edition" of
Guy do Maupassant, bought from a
book agent, regards all socialists as
scoundrels, has a theory to account
for all money' panics, possesses only
one wife, sends bis children to Sunday
school as a punishment tor petty mis-

demeanors, believes In freo will and
tho greatness of Charles Dickens, is
(or wishes he wero) director of a na-
tional bank, has his shoes shined every
day, cultivate an illegible signature,
taleka It la ivBera tor a worklngmaa
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By H. M. EGBERT

Wmih
there's a young lady in thero. Take
your ease, Mr. "

"Tupman," said the cripple, quietly.
"Take your ease, Mr. Tupman, in

getting up them stairs. You'll pardon
me It I'm a bit short at first you
know we're all scared to death about
the devll-chalr.- "

She watched her roomer Into his
chamber, and then tapped at the door
adjacent. "Well, you've got a neigh
bor. Miss Haynes," she said. "He's
a mechanic though how ho mechan-
ics with both his legs helpless beats
me. However, he seem3 a quiet sort
of chap, and ho's only going to stay a
few days, so you won t mind?"

She looked keenly at Eleanor. The
girl had been crying. The landlady
sniffed, for she felt certain that some
man must be the cause. She had a
profound contempt for men, and rela-
tionship to Mr. Pople, she was well
aware, was something it was not al-

ways discreet to question. Mrs.
Thompson sniffed again, more loudly,
and so passed out of history.

It was on a Thursday evening that
the cripple stopped at Miss Haynes'
door. He had made her acquaintance
during those two days of suffering; be
had known his child at once when
ho saw her leaving the office of Poole,
and had pondered long how to dis-

close himself. On this evening, see-
ing the door ajar, he Btopped. Elean-
or came out; she looked woebegone,
and she had been crying again. A
rush of anger swept away his hesita-
tion. Who was the man who dared to
make his daughter cry?

"You're in trouble, Miss Haynes,"
he stammered. "Isn't there anything
I can do?"

"Oh, no," she answered, holding out
her hands Impulsively. "You don't
know how I appreciate your kindness.
Mr. Tupman. Won't you come in a
moment?" she asked, and, when he ac-
cepted her Invitation eagerly, she con
tinued half hysterically:

"It must seem strange to you It
must, asking a stranger in. But
you'll think me foolish, but you re-

mind me of my dear father. If there
were any hope that ho was alive,- I

should believe you were my father,"
she went on. "But what nonsense I'm
talking. I don't know what you'll
think of me .I'm In trouble, and not
quite "

She broke off In confusion. Haynes
seated himself quietly at her side.

"Your father Is dead?" he asked.
She began to cry softly. "Ho was

drowned, with my mother. In that ter-
rible accident to the excursion boat at
Nokomls, five years ago. It was a ter-
rible shock to me; I had not even
known that they were aboard until
their bodies were Identified among the
burned victims In the hold of the ship.
My father and mother were English;
he had brought us to America to
claim some large landed property,
and his lawyer sent him an urgent tel-

egram to bring my mother to the
steamship office before the boat sailed.
They had to verify some deeds at

up the river, before noon. I
was out of the house at tae time the
message arrived, and they could not
wait for me. I never saw them
again."

Haynes felt the muscles of his
hands contract Involuntarily. The
plot had been blacker than ho had
suspected. While they had lured him
away on that last morning of his
freedom, the scoundrels had also con-

trived in some way to separate tho
women. Doubtless his wife, It she
still lived, believed him and her
daughter dead.

Gradually he drew from her the
story of her trouble. He learned,
partly from what she told him, part
ly by Inference, that, having separat-
ed the women, the conspirators had
determined to keep the girl in such
a state of tutelago that she should
be unable to prosecute a search for
her mother In case she suspected or
learned anything afterward. When
In the bitterness of her distress, she
found herself, as she, imagined, alone
in the world, the scoundrel Poole had
adopted her, taken her hundreds of
miles from Nokomls to this remote
town near the Canadian border, and
put her to school. When she emerged,
he had taken her Into his home.
When, terrified by the character of
the place in which she found herself,
Eleanor Haynes bad attempted to
escape, rather than lose sight of
her, Poole had given her a position
In his office, keeping her salary so
low that she could save nothing' nor
every hope to leave Grand Valley,

But her beauty and Ingenuous in-

nocence had attracted him. For
months he had pursued her with his
attentions; every repulse only accen
tuated his resolution to wjn her,
Finally, so desperate had bis pas
sion become, that ho had risked all
on a single- throw. Ho had threat
ened her with dismissal, hoping to
win her thrpugh fear, since by love
he could not do so.

When he had drawn out, this story
from her Haynes nerved himself for
the disclosure. He took her hands
in bis, and, trustfully, sho allowed
him..

"Miss Haynes," he said, In a' chok
ing voice, "your troubles with 'Poole'
seem very big to you. nut tney are
nothing to tho troubles that confront

to get drunk on a Saturday night con-

tributes to all relief funds managed
by newspapers, rides in a taxlcab, con-

stantly argues that the country is
going to the dogs and wears a stick.

Willie's Crime.
Mother It shocks mo awfully to

think you took the penny. Remem-
ber, it is as much a sin to. steal a pen-
ny as a dollar. Now. bow' do you feel,
Willie?

Willi a Like a chump. Thero was a
dollar right alongside the penny.

all of us as wo grow older. Can you
bo brave enough to hear what I am
going to tell you without emotion?
And do you trust nJ6T

sine looitea steadily into his eyes.
"Yes, I would trust you anywhere.

Mr. Tupman," sho answered. "I only
have to look 'at yoUr eyes to know
that. Bad people havo shitty, coward-
ly eyes; yours aro quite steady and
clear."

"Still, It will bo a shock," he an
swered, smiling ever so little. "Now,
nerve yourself to bear it You told
me I reminded you of your father. I
am your father."

She looked at him a moment loniter.
and then she flung her arms round his
neck and burst into passionate sobs.
"I knew it all the time." she cried. "I
knew it; I wouldn't trust my heart, but
I knew you were."

And In her calm, acceptance of his
statement he read an Infinite courage;
but also an Infinite trustfulness that
made him afraid. And for long they
talked of tho past, and he revealed
himself by many little reminiscences
tbat wpuld have convinced her be-
yond doubt, had she ever doubted.

"And now, Eleanor," he said, kiss-
ing her fondly, "do you know you have
not asked me where your mother is?"

"If you wanted me to know you
would have told me," she answered,
"No, don't tell me, my dear. I know

I know that sho Is deid."
In the Btrength of this new happi-

ness of hers she had not even ques-
tioned him. Tho shock, silently as it
had been received, had numbed her
senses. But now she began to ques-
tion eagerly, and Haynes told her.

He told her how ho had been In-

veigled away to fight a duel with the
fellow who had Insulted her mother,
being assured by his .false friend
Poole that the custom of .America de-
manded It; how, when lying senseless,
paralyzed by the bullet, he had been
carried to. a low quarter of the town
and placed beside the body of a mur-
dered man; how ho had been tried
as Pete Timmons, a gang leader, and,
by a corrupt Judge and through tho
machinations of a corrupt lawyer,

YOU RE IN TROUBLE, MISS HAYNES "

THING I CAN DO ?"

sentenced lo the penitentiary for 14
years; lastly, how he had escaped and
come to search for her. But he did
not. tell her about the "devll-chalr.- "

He had detached the gyroscope and
brought It with him into Grand valley,
but he saw now that he would be un-
likely to need it For, when she un-
folded her story, a new plan had
taken possession of him. This ven-
geance upon Poolo must now be
doubly sacred. And because ho had
struck at the daughter as well as at
tho father, he would use Eleanor as
the instrument of his revenge.

If tho man had been wholly sane he
would have spared her that; perhaps,
too, it sho had refused, his senses
would have come back to him. But
when he told her all he was amazed
at the revelation of her nature. The
timid girl became a daughter possess-
ed with tho resolution of vengeance
for her father's sufferings. The fan-

tasy of a universal" rovengo on all
who had been privy to the plot com-

municated Itself to her with double
intensity.

She did not know ho meant to kill
each of his enemies; her confidence
in him was so profound that she ac-
cepted blindly tho task which be im-

posed, upon her. Yet Haynes knew
well that Poole must die, and that ho
would be the first of his victims. Ho
would not use tho law; personal ven-
geance, nurtured in his prlspn cell,
had becomo a madness In bis brain.

"You will meet hlra, then, at the res-
taurant," he told tho, girl'. "And aftor
dinner you will accompany him wher-evo- r

l decide. Have no fear;
I shall be waiting dutsldo the build-
ing. You have none, Eleanor?"

"No,"-sh- said, smiling up at him.
That night, with tho strength of the

mighty modes of his right hand,
Haynes worked over Ms revolver1 an

"Horse Sense."
Was the sojourn of Gulliver among

the Houyhnhnms a . fable, after all?
The Society of Psychical Research
listened to a remarkable report re-
cently upon the education of hemes,
as conducted at Elborfeld, la Ger-
many. Mr. Krall, who acts as "coach"
to a select number of the species,
brings his pupils to a 'remarkable pro-
ficiency, both in literature and math

Their spelling shows a ten-
dency to eliminate yowels, and they
have not yet extra etui the square root

automatic Leuger. His plan was so
clear that he knew it could not fall.
It It should fall, It Poole rofusod bis
chanco to renew his treachery, then
tho man should go freo. Haynes would,
In tho end, leave the issue with
heaven.

That night Poole stept well for the
first time since he had received those
fateful telegrams. His terror of his
enemy had abated; a week or bo had
passed, and surely he had no further
cause for dread. It indeed Haynes
were pursuing his enemies, It was im-
probable that he would seek htm out;
perhaps he would be caught at his flrBt
attempt. It such there should' be, and
why should Haynes seek, out tho lesser
conspirators, when the leaders re-
mained unharmed? Ho could not
guess that the spy Rlcardo, the
man. who had shot Haynes, had
told, in terror of death, of Eleanor's
presence with Poolo in that remote
town.

He thought that ho knew human na-

ture; he was assured of it beyond ca-

vil when he met Eleanor outside the
restaurant at tho nppolntcd hour. And,
seeing her, ho chuckled and smiled,
for In place of the girl ho know was
a woman flushed, bold even, nerved to
her part, by that Instinct which Haynes
had awakened In her and Poole mls-too- k

all this for
They' entered tho little dining place

behind the curtains which had been
reserved for them, and Eleanor laugh-
ed, even her repulsion for the man
driven down by her determination.
Poole, completely illuslonized, patted
her arm.

"You look fine, Puss, positively fine,"
he said ecstatically. "Why, I always
thought you were such a timid little
thing. And you wero sly, devilishly
sly, to hide yourself from me like
that So you always meant to come,
eh?"

Eleanor nodded briskly.
"And you were holding out for some-

thing big a rope of pretty pearls,
now, or a. diamond bracelet, eh?"

Eleanor nodded and laughed.
Ho grew more familiar as the din-

ner advanced and he became flushed

HE STAMMERED. ISNT THERE AHY- -

with wine. She let him hold her hand
and press his lips to it; she listened
as he unveiled his propositions to
her. She was to comeiback to him,
of course, and as soon as ho obtain-
ed his divorce they were to be mar
ried. Meanwhile, as his ward, Bhe
was to live in his house; they would
return that very evening for his chauf-
feur was waiting outside.

Tho chauffeur was John Haynes.
For, with $500 in his pocket, Poole's
real chauffeur was waiting at the rail-
road station to take the night train
fo New York city.

But how was Poole to know that In
tho dark? Poole, drunk and flushed
and triumphant, bearing Haynes'
daughter on his arm and leering and
chuckling.

"Home, George," he said thickly, and
settled back In the automobile. His
eyes blinked heavily, he muttered
something, then bis head fell on El
eanors shoulder and he began to
snore. The want of sleep had told
on htm during those days of fear;
ho had shrunken into a haggard old
ez&q, horrible to look upon.

This simplified John Haynes' plans,
for, with his crippled leg, he had
doubted his ability to cope with the
man, should his suspicions bscomo
aroused. Now, slowing the machine,
he leaned backward, and abandoning
it for a moment, whispered;

"Have you found what I spoke
of?"

"Yes, my dear," he heard her whis
per, and through the darkness sh,o
stretcnea out one arm. in it was tne
pistol which Poole had carried since
he had put his terrors behind' him and
resolved to face his fate manfully.

John Haynes twisted the automobile
Into the middle of the road and drew
his automatic Leuger from his pock-
et He placed It In Eleanor's hands.

of anything beyond 144, But they are
able, to "write from Slctatlon," and
they have the multiplication table
and more abstruse branches of arith-
metic at what In other circumstances,
would be their flngers-ond- . Tho dele-
gates of tho Psychical Research so-
ciety have seetj these things for them-
selves, and find, that they aro "not
In a position to give any definite so-

lution of tho problem." They seem
to hava found at Elborfeld that the'
"thinking horse" is not such a strange
variety, after alL And In these days.

'Slip it Into his pocket" he (mid,
and she obeyed, .feeling the dead
weight of tho man on her shoulder as
he collapsed druckenly with the spring
of tho machlno. Ho slept so soundly
that It was not until the automobile
stopped, 25 miles from Bezard's, that
ho awakened.

"Ain't we homo yet, George?" he
muttered, and opened his eyes wide.
"Why, where the deyll have you taken
mo, you fool?" ho shouted wrathfully.

I don't ceo no lights nor nothing,
Where is this? . Tho Adlrondacks?"

Yes, Mr. Poolo, the Adlrondacks,"
Haynes answorod, and limped heavily
to the ground. Ho motioned his daugh-
ter away, and, advancing, confronted
him. "Do you know me?" he asked.

He saw tho drunkard peer eagerly
at him as he stood leaning upon his
crutch In tho light of the acetylene
lamps. Ho saw the drunken vacuous-nes- s

pass from his features, and a look
of terror succeed.

"I see you do," said Haynes. '
Suddenly with an oath, Poole whip

ped out the rovolvar from his pocket- -to
find the cripple covering him.

Hayne's hand did not waver, though
ho was bowed heavily upon his crutch.

"Put It back in your pocket, Poole,"
ho said. "Now, speak, man. You
know what I want to know."

In abject fear Poole trembled so
tbat he could not speak.

"You dog!" said Haynes, trembling
now so that his pistol mouth described
wide circle's but Poole was too terri-
fied to notice this "you dog! What
have you to say?"

They used me as a tool," muttered
the terrified old man. "Beyers and
Robertson, and Frank Staples. Why
should I bear tho blame? I'll give you
back what I can. You won't take tho
life of an old man?"

"What of my daughter?'' Haynes
roared, hobbling forward and press-
ing his enemy back against the wheel
of the machine. "Yours was the doe's
part, Poole. You lured me to what
you thought would be my death, you
whom I could have pardoned, had you
fought like a man for your
spoils. You sent that false telegrai
which lured my wife away. Where Is
she?"

In the extremity of his terror Poole
found, sense to .make a bargain.

I know, I know," he stammered.
"But why' should I tell you If I am go-

ing to die? Come, a bargain, Mr.
Haynes. I haven't been all bad; I fed
and cared for your girl all this time,
oven If I did lose my head over her
at last. Other men have done that
with other women," he babbled. "You
won't hold that against the money I've
spent on her? Now listen! a bargabi.
I'll tell you how to find your wife and
give you back $20.000 I'll have to
mortgage my home to do It and you'll
let me go. I'm an old man; I've got
to die soon; It's no use having mur-
der upon your hands."

Haynes regarded the shrinking fig
ure with awful sternness; his pistol
did not waver now.

'Poole," he said, "I'd hate to kill a
thing so mean as you. I'd hate to send
your naked soul shivering Into the
fires of hell before your time had
come. I give you your life, Poole,
and your money, too that I shall get
from tho chief conspirators. Here are
the conditions: you tell me where my
wue is ana you piay tair witu mo.
If you try treachery, it will recoil on
you."

"I agree, I agree," shrilled Poolo
eagerly. "Chauncey E. Robertson
knows; she's living and unharmed,
and that's all I can tell you. Go to
Chauncey In Benderville and play the
same trick on him that you have play-
ed on me. He'll tell you It you
make him."

"She's living, then thank God!"
exclaimed John Haynes, and as
though overcome by his emotion, he
staggerd backward, letting his pistol
fall.

There came a spurt of flame, the
crack of the Luegar. Poole, seeing
his enemy disarmed, had fired at blm
point blank. Eleanor ran forward,
screaming. Then, seeing her father
straighten himself upon his crutches
and laugh, and point to the automo-
bile. She followed his gaze fearfully,

Jack Poole lay on the "steps of the
machine. He was quite dead, for the
bullet from the reversed Lueger had
gone clean and straight through his
right eye into his brain. John Haynes
had not worked over It fruitlessly.

So, by bis own treachery, the first
of the conspirators came to his
death.

Haynes flung the body Into the road
and placed his daughter In tho auto
mobile. Then, stepping among the
trees, he drew out the devll-chal- r and
deposited it in the tonneau beside the
detached gyroscope. He looked at his
watch.

"We can catch the Chicago train at
Purfleld In an hour and a half, El-
eanor," he said. "You will go on alone.
Here are $4,000." He placed the
bills' In her hands. "You must be
brave, my dear, and play your worn
an's game like a man, confiding In
no one, passing aB a stenographer
from the south, eager to find work.
Place your funds in four different
banks, get a position, and wait till
you hear from mo at tho General
postoffice. It may be In one week or
not for a year. You are not afraid?

"No," she answered, and though her
face was white her voice was steady
and clear. He kissed her fervently;
then limping Into his place, he drove
furiously across the country toward
their destination. At Purfleld he hid
the chair under the rugs, bought his
daughter's ticket to'Cblcago, and help-
ed her aboard the train; he waited till
the .read lights had vanished down the
track. Then he drove Into the wil-

derness again, romoved tho plate with
its number, hid the machine In the
depths of the forest, and, fastening
tho gyroscope to the Invalid ehalr, en-

tered it and whirled away westward.

when ho' only lags superfluous upon
the stage of traffic, the leisure that he
will enjoy for an intellectual career
should enable his burled talents to be
uncovered to the fullest advantage.
Pall Mall Gazette.

Grandma used to be an old lady
who would throw a shawl over her
atoulders and sit In a rocker and knit
stockings all day. But, nowadays sho
puts on a nickel's worth of prepared
chalk and follows the crowd. Clan
clnnaU Enquirer.
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WILL DEVELOP CHILD MIND

Other Reasons for School Gardens.
Than Simple Idea of Creating

Spots of Beauty.

It was Sam Jones who said ho didn't)
care much for theology and botany.i
but that ho believed in religion and'
loved flowers. This was getting back!
to nature and God in tho only right!
way. And If tho children of Wash-
ington can touch first principles by
means of school gardens, thev will
have acquired a, kind of knowledge
that, all tho text books In the world
could not Impart.
' Already the teachers of tho district
schools aro preparing to repeat the
experiences of previous years by hav-
ing the pupils cultivate individual gar-de-n

plots, In which will be grown the
vegetables and other "sass" Indigen-
ous1 to this region. Little spaces will
bo wrested from back yards and tho
edges of the walks around tho home
and converted Into squares and rect-
angles of utility and beauty. Tho
growth of the tender plants will merge
with the development of tho child
mind. A deeper Interest In tho won--'

ders of nature will be stimulated. The,
sense of being engaged in somethlngl
which furnishes Its own dally proof'
of usefulness will mako the little ones
feel that they are an essential part'
of the general scheme. Tho lessons'
of life will find lodgment in manifold1
ways. j

Theory and practise go' together,)
and each Is necessary to the other..
The Squeerslan system was not with- -'

out its fine points, albeit It empha-- .
sized the concrete at tho expense of
the Ideal. The school garden fur-
nishes both. ' It has been the experi-
ence of teachers in the past that the
dull pupil often finds In such pursuits
as these tho link that binds his lnat-- ,
tentive mind to his books. At last ho
Is able to understand the reason why.
Calyx, stamen, pistil, corolla, all mean-
ingless words before, become vital and
significant He finds that books tell
about plants, and In the plants learns
things that send him to his books
again.

GETTING INTp THE COUNTRY

Exodus From Cities Is Powerful Rea-
son for Making the Suburban

Towns More Attractive.

This Is the day of the suburb more
and more are tbe people of moderate
means moving "out of town." It used
to be that only the wealthy could en-
joy green trees, grass and flowers.
Now all. this becikuse'-of
the improvement in car service. Thirty
years ago the man of means took the
train to his suburban station was
met there and driven to his home.
Now even those living on small in-

comes may enjoy the quiet, the sweet
air, the wholesome environment of the
"near" country life without its former
expenses, and drawbacks. The elec-
tric cars. Unking all large cities with
a perfect circle of outlying settle-
ments, have made this possible. Even
the worklngman has been thought of
during the last decade and many com-
fortable houses within reach of his
pocketbook can be found. There aro
no longer the old .obstacles of no
stores, no churches, no schools. These
and all the other advantages of city
life have followed the car lines. Fields,
woods and streams are the play-
grounds God meant for the children
not city pavements. Tbe city is not
too distant for amusements, shopping,
culture and work. Tho country not too
far for walks and picnics, health and
happiness. Give tho children some
seeds and let them dig In the good,
brown earth. Encourage them to climb
trees, to swim, to notice the birds
and flowers. You will not 'need to
save so bard for summer vacations,
a vacation at homo 'will be a joy,
healthgivlng and restful. You will have
good friends among your neighbors,
plenty of wholesome amusement near
at band. Not only the children, but
tbe other boys and girls will be health-
ier and safer. The spring Is calling

every bird and grass blade and
swelling bud. By all means, let us an-
swer, "Yes." Exchange.

Betsy Ross House In a Park.
Sentiment Is strikingly combined

with utility In the, suggestion that the
Betsy Ross house In Philadelphia bo
made the center of a park by tearing
down neighboring structures, which
closely surround It.

Qne of the promoters of the project
has found that within two years there
have been 600 fire alarms within a
radius of two squares of the houso.
It Is estimated that $200,'000 would be

. sufficient to provide for an open space
100 feet by 150 around the little build-
ing. Thus, at ono stroke, the1 old
housb where the first American flag
was-mad- would be protected against
fixe, and a breathing space would bo
added In a part of tbe city where It
will be Increasingly needed and In-

creasingly hard to get.
There Is. a hint here for other com-

munities confronted by tbe same prob-
lem.

Annual Rainfall.
According to an estimate by Sir

John Murray, the total annual rainfall
upon all the landof the globe amounts
to 23,347,4. cubic miles, .and of this
quantity 0,524 cubic miles drains off
through rivers to the sea.

Retrospective.
"I bave 'lived 07 years, last grasH,"

confessed tho Old .Codger, "during
Which I can truthfully say that I Have
done little to be ashamed of and still
less to bo proud of." Kansas City
Star.


